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-‘T.ha Rosebud in Lent,

When Lent has come she bids good-by

To all her pleasures with a sigh,

And goes, with pensive, downoast eye,
To dally prayer.

¥What grievous gln must she repent ¢
Through all the weary weeks of Lent,
‘This pretty, pensive penitent,

With sun-spun hair?

S8he who was gayest of the gay,
Who langhed and loved through all her day,
And dressed mot to decollete

On opera nights:

Who danced and fiirted, played and sung,

But to her lovers, old and young,

Denled, until thelr hearts were wrung,
True lovers' rights,

What was her crime? Bhe only knows.

Malds have thelr secrets, I suppose;

There is a thorn to every rose,
Though sweet Its scent,

Perhaps. oh, joy! her sin may be
The grievous thing she did to me.
And of her coldness to my plea
She now repents!
S HEn

They Had Ong.

MR. TENSPOT—I don't think I wopuld put in 8o
much time hunting up genealogies, my dear, Adam
and Eve had no family tree,

MRE TENSPOT—My impression 18 that they
had,

MR. TENSPOT—Indeed?

MRS, TENSPOT—Yes; the apple tree,
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A Dubicus Retraection.
MRS, NEWED—You have always accused me of
putting all my maoney on my back;
NEWED—I apologize, my dear. At Easter [ gee
you put it all on your head.
&
There Were Others.
The Right Bower nestled in his hand;
Of little did he reck.
But then, alas! "twas not the only
Trump card in the deck.
R ——
Sure Death).
HILLIS—What would you do il you were haunt-

ed by a fear of being buried alive?
WILLIS—Steal a horse in Texas,
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CHAPLEY—If I.stwuck him do you think he would bite me?
If ye shtruck me Ol'd Bite yez mesilf

KEEPER—Shure.

THE TOY SELLER'S REVENCE.
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dympicms of Spring.
To his work the Sicllian now turns hls hand—
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I from her plump pockethoak
nd lovingly ere she turnsd

JOHNNY—N can I find the clothes
Lrush?

MA=Whxt 4 vant It for?

JOHNNY—W Fr sald he was golng to dust
my jaeckel fUr nol ing to achoo! veuterday, apnd
I thooght that I would ssve him the troubie.
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Domestic Eeonemy
ELSIE—Bdo-hoo-hon’ Nurse wlapped me,
MAMMA—Sti- must not o again, Ax Lkely

a8 not shell want 10 be peid extra for doing i

when [ can siap you just as well myself and save-
the expense
i Y .
A Ge Exeusg.
EMPLOYER=Willinm, what's the time of day?

OFFICE BOY—I caa't il sir. I got me eddicn-
tion at & night school
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1. TOY SELLER—Here you are! Here you are! The won-

derful automatic toys!

A MWid-Lenten Adventure.

How unworldly £he looked as she left the church
with her hymnal clasped In her gloved hands and
with the music of the great organ pulsing at her
back. Her eyes were downeast, her sweet face
gad. Lenten meditations filled her mind,

“How do yoo do, Gladys,” she almost whispered,
the [aintest of Lenten smitles curling her red lips.
“Heautiful service, was [t not?

The tall, queenly giri she had thus addreased
made reply in the same subdued manner.,

“Lovely!” she erfed softly. “Bishop Whiterobe
was 80 touching. The sermon was one of his best,
Were it not for that sermon T should this minute
e envying Mrs, Parven New because of her sweet
Easter.bonnet." ;

Up the avenue they walked. A block from the
church a Lenten thaw seemed to have set in and
their faces brightened. Two blocks away they
were-talking vivaciously, and when three blocks
had been covered smiles and dimples were playing
hide ‘and sesk In each beputifal countenance,

“Oh, Gladys, T must tell you of the adventure I
had Sunday night,"” sald Julin—she of the sad face
and the downcast eyes, “Mrs. De Reuter gave &
very quiet, informal Sunday night tea to a few—a
very few—firiends, and on account of Lent"—here
Julia cautlously glanced around—'it was not
talked about to any great extent beforehand, yvou
know. But we all felt terribly guilty, because the
bishop's sermon that night took to task the people
who fail to strictly observe Lent, Such peocple he
denounced In the most bitter terms, and if 1 had
not promised Mrs. De Reuter that mamma and I
would surely coms we would have gone directly
home from church. f

“Well, we went in fear and trambling, and think-
ing all the tme, “What if the bishop should learn
of otr presence there?” Hven dt the door we were
tempted to ery ‘Retro Satanas De Reuter! and
turn hack, but in we went, and we had a perfectly
lovely time.!

“Tio you suppose the bishop heard of it?" Gladys
inquired with a scared face.

"Oh, yes, T'm sure He did.” !

“Has he snld anvthing about 112’

“No., and 1 havdly (hink he will” ]

“You hardly think ke will! Weren't you in terror
at the thought that he might speak of it in this
afternoon’s sermon? gasped Gladys. Aabo

“Not at all. desr  You see the bishop and his
wife wers both there themselves™
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b, ) wonder why servants don't hﬂln’u‘tiu‘ the In-
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2, IRASCIBLYE OLD PARTY—Dad blast these nuisances,
I'll kick them In the gutter.

3. TOY SELLER (as old gentleman returng from club)—

Now I'll get even.

TOO MUGH REALISM.
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1. Miss Bweetly's Fastér bonnest was r wonder, an idoal!
"Twas eoversd o'er with poslea :‘hlt you would have thoughl were ml

z;mu when a sudden shower came down, Lhelr splendlor ta dlninlsh
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4. “Heavens! Pye ght '

A Bure Thing.

cing oo cvening call, and she was
showlng Sim some of her poroelain. It was basis
~oelaln, and she prized 4t like anything, *
Here iv & Sevres plate)’ she s id, “that meEmmpa
bouy it only yesterday for me. IL is 80 pretty thiat
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 uRe 1 and get the bensfit of 1L T'm
those prrsonn. who don't 1ike o touch
anything bachase |t ly valuabl dnd never get 1he
valoe of it at all.”
“Why don’l wou then " ank il the young man.
"Well, Pm oo aftield of the Ritchen ginl. Sha's

g0 carpless, you know. and she's likely as pot o
thersens,”

break it all (o smly

I'N fix that' for3ou. " 'said the young man. Tk
Ing the phite gently Lrome her hoand, he drew olit
hie knifeand palled one of the Lindes out, Hold-

Ing the knife by the tip of the biude, he gave s
smart rap against u. hemutiful end frail Bevees
plate, and nicked n i plece trom the edge, The
nlck was barely poro vp ihle, but'the young v.om
stamed forward In hormor,

“Hesvens and earih ! she orled, “what have you
don«.-'-' 'a'-nl broke my plotd, vau horeid wretch, of
purpe laonve t I, e i "ﬂ.nﬂ\'_ TraRy™

th aould Barely contaln hervell,
l-‘m the youmE man remnima' cslm and unrofdled.
He returned the knlfe v hiz pocket and handed '

the plate back to her.

“Tt "will nevor be broken now.” he mnmw .
with a «inile.

“What do voi m=an™ she awlted,

“"Don’t yau know,” ha replled, “Lliat an artiols
that has ante? tieked ar Wlightly daninged b
never -broken éntirely from that time onward, bid
losts . Nretline? Nobody will ever patios: vhat

slight dedegl, or It waont hurt §f they de. but the
plate I= sale now for years mnd years
ARG lo. twilln rungy w
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On Board Ship
SKIPPEN--Dv vou think we'D huve much of'a
blow Lhls 'Sabbath moming? ’
MATE-Dumo, shinildn't wonder!
NP westor 2"
“New, Eastert™
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in Trainino. )
DELLA—Why are veu standing beforey the mie- .

ror and sciewing up yeuy facs lnie such Tunny

shapes®

i

BFLLA—ln\ practiolog = look =of Ernpsemsnut.- )

The ‘givls aré going to give me a nram m
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